The Baker's Wife                                             279
Almost petulantly he wiped the beads of sweat
from his sunburnt neck and strode on towards the
fashionable arcades.
Within a few seconds he saw Canaille------fur-
tively he withdrew himself behind the cover of a
kiosk. She was fifteen yards away, gazing with
deep attention into a chromium-plated shop
window. It seemed to him to be an establishment
where men's clothing of the more expensive type
was exhibited. Unwittingly he bit his lips and
concluded that his wife's lover was serving within
the premises. Carefully sheltered by the kiosk, he
watched Camille staring with apparent rapture at
the window. For five minutes she stood there, an
expression of adoration on her features, then at
last he saw her obese, ridiculous figure waddling
away awkwardly along the boulevard. When she
had disappeared from sight he left his shelter and
approached the object of her attraction. The
chromium-plated facade contained little but an
array of highly-priced shirts and ties. Against a
curtained background a tailor's dummy displayed
a silken, extravagant bathrobe. Monsieur Aristide
wondered if his wife's lover had been visible through
a chink in the crimson curtains, thus compelling
the attitude of mute adoration which he had
observed upon her countenance. His curiosity
knew no limits. He decided to enter the shop on
the pretext of inquiring the price of a tie. At last
he would meet face to face that home-wrecker, the
thief of Camille's affections.
He straightened himself to his full stature and